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N HAT I am Ae to 
Mr. Ramſays GENTLE 
(Be SHEPHERD, (a Scotch Pa- 
I oral Comedy, wrote Origi- 
nally in Five A,) for 
* 1 Part of the following Piecez 
was not owing to my Idleneſs, but 3 
Doubt of my Abilities to produce any 
Thing eatirely New of this kind, that 
might plead ſo much Pretence to Fa- 
yaur : As Nature is the ſame in all Apes, 
and Climes, I thought, the Simplicity of 
Characters, Manners, Sentiments, and 
Paſſions, which has gain'd THAT PoE N 
its Reputation, cou'd not prove unenter- 
taining to an ENGLISH AvuDIE NCE; which 
RA indueed 


PREFACE. 


induced me to turn it into a Ballad Opera : 


and as the Beauties of the Original have 


been thought many, I have ſcarce ventur'd 
to make any farther Alterations than were 
abſolutely neceſſary, in bringing the Tale 
within the Compaſs of One Ad, adding | 
to the Number of the Songs, and changing 
it into the Eugliſh Dialect, without which, 
it had not been intelligible to our Audi- 
tors; nor indeed had I time to vary it 
more, my Benefit being fix d before I had 
laid my Deſign, which was plan'd and fi- 
niſh'd in ove Day. When I mention my 
Benefit, I cannot omit the Opportunity of 
returning my grateful humble Thanks, to 
All whoſe Favours I have been ſo fre- 
quently. honour'd with, and hope I am not 
too vain, when I declare it ever was, and 
will be, my utmoſt Ambition to deferve 
ſuch Kindneſs, by my frequent Endea- 
yours, whenever I may have Power (and 
as far as my poor Capacity will allow) to 


add to the Variety of publick Diverſions. 
The 


ae 

The Warmth of my Heart might make 
me tedious, and impertinent, ſhou d I pro- 
ceed; I ſhall therefore only add, tho the 
CHARACTERS in this OPERA are low, 
I flatter myſelf, they'll not appear diſtaſte- 
ful to the politeſt Circle of our EneL1sn 
BEAUTIES. | | 


Theatre-Royal, 
April, 1730. 
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PROLOGUE. 


| | rann, 


1 Days of Ola, as antient * * 5 
When Innocence and Greatneſs were not Foes, 

Diſdaining Pride, Men follow'd Nature's Call, 

And the World acted one grand Paſtoral; 

From Envy, Diſtord, and Ambition, free, 

Their mutual Intereſts mov'd in Harmony; 

No warring Paſſions did their Peace invade, 

Soft Love was all the Paſſion they obey d: 

Yet ſuch a Flame, ſo innocent, and chaſte, 

The fighing Swains ſcarce knew for what they ad; 

The pitying Nymphs Coquettiſh Torture ſcorn'd, 

And Love for Love was equally return d. 
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With ſuch like Scenes, the Poet of To- night, 
Hopes, from their Innocence, to raiſe Delight : 
For where ſhould Virtue for Reward repair, 
But to the Boſoms of the Britiſh Fair? 

Ex Gl. AN D, the Nurſe of Worth, and true Deſert; 
* Receives, and Naturalizes, every Art; 
With piercing Fudgment every Merit ſpies, 
Tho in the Earth's remoteſt Parts it lies : 
While diſtant Nations court ber glorious Sight, 
The World, by her Example, grows Polite. 
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PROLOGUE. 
Gallants ! behold, the long-neglefted Muſe, Pe 
From di ſtant SCOTLAND, your Applauſs parſuet ; 
Parm'd by your Smiles, with double Force De move, 
And melt her frozen Hills to flow with Love. 


Mbat Seaſon could the Rural Muſe have found, 
Its faveet Serenity to ſpread around, 
So fit, as when a New AUGusTvus reigns, 


And with the Parey Olive plants our Pliins # 


To this bright Audience now I bumbly bow, 
To pay the Debt to your Indulgence due; 
With grateful Pride, and Pleaſure, I ſurvey 
The crowded Splendor of this Annual Day : 
Such Favours to deſtrve be ſtill my End; 
If not to pleaſe, yet never to offend. Og 
Hhen BIT os are to judge, who is not aw'd? 
And who, but muſt an; Britons will applaud? 
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PATIE and PEGGY 


Q 


SCENE 4 Village. 


— Enter Patie and Roger, 


A I R I. The bonoy grey-ey'd Morn 7 
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= E E Bonny gray-ey'd Morning d fo prep, 
And Darkneſs flies before the riſing Ray, 
' The hearty Hind ſtarts from his lazy Sleep, 
To follow healthful Labours of the Day. 
Without a guilty Sting to wrinkle his Brow, 
The Lark and the Linnet be hears with Glee, 
nd he j Joins their Concert driving the Plow ; 
From Toil of Grimace 2 free. 


24 
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While fluſter d with Wine, or madden d with Loſs 
Of half an Eſtate, the Prey of a Main, 

The Drunkard and Game fler tugible and toſs, 
Miſbing for Calmneſs and Slu in vain. _ 
Be my Portion Health and Quietneſs of Mind, 
Plac'd at due diſtance from Parties and Stato, 
Fhere neither Ambition nor Avarice blind, 

Reach him who has Happineſs link'd to his Fate. 


How wholſome 'tis to ſnuff the 1 Air, 
And all the Sweets it bears, when void of Care! 
Freely, Friend Roger, ſay, what ails thee then? 
Tell me the Cauſe of thy ilhſeaſon'd Pain. 
Rog. I'm born, O Patie, to a froward Fate! 
I'm born to ftrive with Hardſhips fad and great. 
Tempeſts may ceaſe to ſwell the raging Flood, | 
And prowling Wolves te fuck our Lambkins Blood. 
But I, oppreſt with never-ending Grief, 
Muſt ſtill deſpair of lighting on Relief. 
You haye ſo ſoft a Voice, and ſmooth a Tongue, 
You are the Darling both of Old and Young); 
Charm'd by your Fhroat, our Woods with Ecchoecs ring: 
The Laſſes jeer me if I try to ſing. | | 
Nature unkind denies me that ſweer Art, | 
And all my Harmony is in my Heart. [Hive, 
Pat. The Bees ſhall loath the Flower, and quit the 
Willows on marſhy Grounds ſhall ceaſe to thrive, 
E're ſcornful Maids, or Loſs of worldly Gear, 
Shall ſpoil my Reſt, or ever force a Tear. 


H Scotth Ha OR A. 


ATR Ii. A New Sutth Tine. 
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Jat en all the Town, 
2 look down - Ty Grown. 
My Peggy ſmiles fo tina, 

Ze makes me e and holds, : 
e e Thing, 


mM not very 0 


In vain from me you wou d your Sorrows hide, 
Your well - ſeen Love, and ſcornful Jenny's Pride: 
With freedom to your Friend, your Grief impart; 
I'll ſhare your Griefs, or caſe your o er- fond Heart. 
Confeſs, fair Jenny cauſes all this Smart. 
Kog. I wiſh I cou'd not love her, but in vain, 
I ftill muſt doat and feed her proud Diſdain; 
No other Laſs, tho? fair, my Heart alarms; 
They but remind me of my Jenny's Charms; 
Nor Time or Abſence can abate my Flame, 
She {till is beauteous, and my Love the fame. 

Pat. Fond Swain! leave off that filly whining Way; 
Seem careleſs, there's my Hand, you'll win the Day. 
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AIR III. Fy Gar rub her o'er with Straw, 
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Ne'er feed ber Pride with fond Reſpef, 
Who pays your Kindneſs with a Slight; © 
Seem unconcern'd at her Neglect: | 

All Women in a Man delight : 

But them deſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, 

And with a ſimple Face give way 

To a Repulſe, then ne er retreat, 

Puſh boldly on, aud win the Day. 


Fr hen Maidens, innocent and young, 
Their fond and tender Hearts belye x 
Me er mind their pretty lying Tongue, 
But mark the Language of the Eye. 
1f theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſt 
Zo anſwer all your Love with Hate, 
Seek elſewbere to be better bleſt, 
Aud let ber ſigh when tis too late.  F[Excunt. 


. Enter 


A Scotch Ballad O DEA, 
__ 11% mer Peggy and Jenny: © TG 
Peg. Nay, tell me now, dear Jenm, why the Swain 
Who Loves ſo well you treat with cold Diſdainz 
Faith, you'll repent it, ſhou'd his Love grow cod. 
What's like a ſcornful Maiden, when ſhe's old? 
AIR IV. Palwar on the Green. 


N Ip — 
Coy Jenny, you'll repent, 
 Showd Roger's Heart grow cold; 
None vill jour Smiles regard, 
Coon as your Face looks old. 
The froward Child thus in a Pet, 
Tho” tis by Hunger pre, | 
- Whimpers and quarrels with its Meat, 
*Till laugb'd at by the ret, 8 
They jeſt it till the Dinner paſt; 
Thus by it ſelf abus'd, 8 
. The fooliſh Chit's oblig'd ta faſt, 
Or eat what they've refus d. | 
Ab, Jenny, think, and do nor loſe your Time. 
Jenny. I never thought a ſingle Life a Crime. 
Peg. Indeed! — but Love in whiſpers tells me then, 
Fhat Men were made for Us, and We for Men. | 
But do you as you lift; for me, I find, I 
I ſhall be yielding, as my Patie's kind. 
Jen. We ſoon thall hear what a diſtracted Life | 
You two will lead, when once you're Man and Wife, 
rent 55 Peg, 
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6 PATiE a PECETY: 
Peg. I'll run the Riſque, ner have I any Fear, 
But rather think each tedious Day a Year, 
Till 1 with Pleaſute mount my Bridal Bed, 
Where on my Pazie's Breaſt Fil lean my Head. 
Then he may kiſs as long as Kifling's 909, = 
And what we do, there's none dare call it rude. 
Jen. He may indeed, for ten or fifteen Days, 
Be fondly laviſh of his Love and Praiſe; 
But Love once cloy'd, what then are your Delights ? 
Dull tedious Days, and loneſame reſtleſs Nights? 


AIR v. O dear Mother, what ſhall I do. 
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O dear Peggy, Love's beguiling, 
We ought 2 to truſs his Smiling 1 
Better far to do as I da, EOF, 
Left a harder Luck betide vou. 
Laſſes, when, their Fancy's carty'd, 

Think of nought but to be marry'd; 
Running to a Life deſtroys 1 
Cladſome, free and youthful Joys. 


Peg. Such homeſpun Thoughts as theſe want Force to 
My ſettled Mind, I am far gone in Love, [move 
My Patie ſpeaks with ſuch a taking Art, | 
His Words they thrill like Muſick through my Hearr. 
And his good Senſe will long his Love ſecure; 

IIl Nature reſts in Souls are weak and poor. 


AIR 
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AIR VI. As down in a Meadow, G. 


than any of thoſe 
3 that fludy like Fools, 


Fen. But what if ſome young Wanton he ſhou'd ſpy 
With dimpled Cheek, and a bewitching Eye? 
Peg. No more of that — dear Jenny, to be free, 
Some Men in Love more conſtant are than we: 
Nor is the Wonder great, when Nature kind 
Has bleſt em with Solidity of Mind. +: 


8 51 . 
AIR. VII. Corn Riggs are bonny: 
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1 i yield, dear Laſſe, you have won, 

5 Aid there is no denying, © 

"F That ſure as Light flows from the Sun, 
i: . "Frome Love e onp hing; ET” 


of | en. Peggy, I've done — dear Laſſie, I muſt ve, ö 
j Four! better Sgurſe has fairly won the Field, 


4 A 1 R VIII. Nancy 8 to the Green Wood gone. 
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My Patie i is a {aver gay, 
His Mind is never muddy. 


His Breath is ſweeter than new | Hay, 
 Flis Face is fair and ruddy: 
His Shape is handſome middle ſize, 
He's comely in his walking, 
The ſhining of his Eyes ſurprize, 
* *Tis Heaven to hear him talking. 
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41 Scotch Ballad O v ER NR = 
For all that we can ſay or do = 
* *Gainft Love, no Thinker heeds us, 
hey know our Boſoms lodge the Foe, 
That by the Heartſtrings leads us. LExeunt. 


Enter Glaud and Symon, 


Claud. Good-Morrow, Neighbour mon. 

Sym. —— Ah old Boy! _ 
ve gather'd News will fill your Mind with Joyz _ 
Tis fifteen Years fince wiſe Sir William fled, 

nd left a fair Eſtate to ſave his Head; 


3ut with the King return'd, each Thing's in Tune, 


* 


And we ſhall fee our dear Sir William ſoon. Fas 
Glaud. This makes me blithe indeed, — bur, is it true? 
Tell o'er your News again —and ſwear it too. 
Sym. They who ſore grip'd us till they made us groan 


ave loſt their Power, and away are flown; a 
und good Sir William ſhall enjoy his own. | 


AIR IX. Moggy Lawther. 


Unhappy be the Rebels Fate, 
Oppreſſors baſe and greedy, 

ho with hard and cruel Hearts, | 

* Alike gripe Rich and Needy: Bleſs * 


„ PAT IE P Ze er: 


Bleſt be he of Worth and Senſe, 
And ever high bis Station, 
That bravely ſtands in the Defence 
| Of Gonſc cronce, King, and Nation. a 


Gland. Wy Heart's o'erjoy'd z dear Neighbour, will 
ou ſtay, | | 5 
And abe or Dinner here with me to-day ? 
Fil yoke my Beaſt, and ſend to the next Town, 
To fetch a Stoop of Ale, both Stour and Brown. 
Sym. Spoke like your ſelf, old Glaudy; never fear, 
Bur at. your Banquer I will ſtraight appear. | 
Gland. F'faith, we'll fill each Can, and look fo bold, 
Till we forget all Cares, or that we're old; 
Old, faid 17—— Troth! I'm e e by a Score, 
With this good News, than what J was before. 


1 LExeunti. 
Enter Sir William, Solas. By 


Whilſt thus I view around each fertile Plain, 
Which once I loſt, which now are mine again, 
Amidſt my Joys ſome Proſpects Pain renew, 
Whilft my once fair Seat in Ruins view. 
But that ſhall be repait' d; and now my Joy 
Forbids all Grief. —— When I'm to ſee my Boy, 
W hom, e're the Rays of Reaſon clear'd his Thought, 
I fecretly to faithful Symon brought, | | 
And charg'd him ſtrictly to conceal his Birth, 
Till we ſhou'd ſee what changing Times brought forth. 
Enter Symon, 
Sym. My Maſter! my dear Maſter! bleſſed: Sight ! 
How your Return will all our Plains delight! 
Sir Mill. Riſe, faithful Symon, in my Arms enjoy 
A Place, thy Dae, kind Guardian of my Boy: 
Bur pr'ythee, honeſt Symon, quickly run 
Over all your Obſervations on my Son. 
A Parent's Fondneſs eas'ly finds Excuſe; 
Bur do nor, with Indulgence, Frath abuſe. - 
Sym. To ſpeak his Praiſe, the longeſt Summer's Day 
Wou'd be too ſhort. — Wou'd I his Worth diſplay. 
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n Word and Deed his Birth's ſo well confeſt, 

That out of Sight he runs before the reſt; | 

ith a firm Look, and a commanding way, 

e makes the proudeſt of our Herds obey, 

hene'er he walks to Edinhorough Port, 

e buys ſome Books of Hiſt'ry, Songs, or Sport: 

About one Shakeſpear, and the famous Ben, 

e often ſpeaks, and calls them beſt of Men. 

Sir Will. He's now arriv'd the Age when little Loves 

lutter around young Hearts, like cooing Doves; 

as no young Maiden, with inviting Mein, 

\nd roſie Cheek, the Wonder of the Green, S 

ngag'd his Eye, and caught his youthful Heart? | 

Sym. I fear'd the worft, but knew the ſmalleſt Part, 

Till lately I have ſeen him, Sir, more ſweet | 

ith Glaud's fair Neice, than I thought right or meet. 

Sir Will. This Night muſt end his unambirious Fire, 

hen higher Ne __ Ame E js inſpire. 

aſten then, Symon, bring him quick to me, . 

| one Bak yourſelf ſhall our rl Mectio IS 

LLExit Symon. 

or from his ruſtick Buſineſs and Love, | 

I muſt, in hafte, my Patrict ſoon remove, C 
o Courts, and Camps, that may his Soul improve. 

Like the rough Diamond, as it leaves the Mine, 


will 


* | Only in little Breakings ſhows its Light, 
Till arcful Poliſhing has made it ſhine : 


Enter Patie and Peggy. 

Peg. Oh Patie/ let me go, I muſt not ſtay; 
Wer: both call'd home, 1 Jenny, Fey. 

Pat. I'm loth to part ſo ſoon, now we're alone, 
And Roger is away with Fenny gone 
They're as content, for ought I hear or ſee, 
To be alone themſelves, I judge, as we. 
Here, where Prim- roſes thickeſt paint the Green, 
Near to this purling Riv'let, let us lean. | 

| Hark, 
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1 2 P ATI E and PEG: 
Hark, how the little Larks chaunt round our Heads, 


How ſoft the weſtern Winds ſigh thro' the Reeds. 
Peg. The ſcented Meadows, Birds, and health) 


4 


Breeze, 1 3 
For ought I know, may more than Peggy, pleaſe. 
Pat. You wrong me, Fair, to doubt my being 
kind; 95 | „ | 
In ſpeaking ſo, you call me Dull and Blind. 
Thy Breath is ſweeter than the ſweereſt Brier 
Thy Check and Breaſt the fineſt Flow'rs appear; 
Thy Words excel the moſt delightful Nores, 
That warble thro' the Nightingale's ſoft Throats. 
The ſweeteſt Fruits that hang upon the Tree, 
Are far inferior to a Kiſs of thee. 


2 41 R X. Auld Rob. Morris. 


Peg. bes firſ my pa Patie went to the Green Hill, 
ind 1 at Emwe-milking firſt try'd my young Skill, 
The Toil of the Day no Pain was to me, E +: 
o at Cloſe of the Ev uing I met but with thee. 


Par, 


A Scotch Ballad OD RA. aig 
it. Zhen the Corn it wav'd yellow, the fair gor Field, 
ads, If my Peggy was abſent, no Pleaſure cond yield; 
8s. | - But Bryers and Thorns gave no Trouble to me, 


th) If I found the Berries right ripen'd for thee. 
ſep. ben you Ran, or Wreftled, or pleaſingly Danc d, | 
eing And came off the Victor, my Heart was entranc'd 3 


Thy each manly Sport gave Pleaſure to me 
For none can Dance, Wreſile, or Run ſwift as thee. 


at. Young Jenny ſings ſoftly the Cowden Broom knows, 
Ad RS ſings briskly the Milking the Ewes; 
There's few Jenny Nettles like Nancy can ing; 
With Thro' the Wood Laddie, Beſs makes our 


Ears ring. 


But when my dear Peggy ſings with better Skill, 

The Boatman, Tweedſide, or The Laſs of the Mill, 
 *Tis many times ſweeter, and pleaſing to moe; 

For tho they fing nicely, they ſing not like thee. _ 


cg. How ſoon we believe phate er we defire ! - | 
And Praiſe from our Lovers increaſes Love's Fire ; 
Give me ſtill this Pleaſure, my Study ſhall be | 
Zo make my ſelf better and ſweeter for thee.. 
Give me ſtill, Kc. FRO 


AIR 
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AIR 


ſoft Pain. 
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AIR XII. Ober the Hills and far away. 


Zoth. Sun, gallop down the weſtern Skies, 
Go ſoon to Bed, and quickly riſe; 
O laſh your Steeds, poſt Time away, 
And haſte about our Bridal Day, 
And if you”re wearied, honeſt Light, 
Sleep, if you pleaſe, a Week that Night. 
epeat. And if you're wearied, Kc. Exeunt. 


Enter Roger and Jenny. 
Rog. I muſt ſpeak, Jenny, tho” risk your Scorn; 
ou're never from my Thoughts, Night, Noon, or 
Morn. | 


h! cou'd Tlove you leſs, Pd happy be; 
ut happier far, cowd' you but fanſy me. 
Jen. And who knows, honeſt Lad, but that I may? 
ou cannot fay, that e er I faid you Nay. : 
Rog. Alas! my frighted Heart begins to fail, 
henc'er I ſtrive to tell you out my Tale, 
for fear ſome worthier Lad, more rich than I, 
as won your Love, and near your Heart may lic. 
Jen. I love my Father, and my Couſin love; 
ut to this Day, no Man my Heart cou'd move, 
xcept my Kin; each Lad's alike to me, 
nd from you all I beſt had keep me free. 
Rog. Oh deareſt Jenny, ſay not that again; 
hat Pleaſure can you take in giving Pain? 
m glad however that you yet ſtand free; 
V ho knows! you may relent, and pity me? 


, 


ain. 


1 R Jen. 


„ Words from Wooers Lips ca 
Bur palling Marriage comes and ends em all. 
Pve ſeen with ſhining Fair the Morning Riſe, 
And ſoon à low*ring Cloud dark all the Skies. 
Pve ſeen the Silver Spring a-while run clear, 
And ſoon in Moſley Puddles diſappear. # 7 e 
The Bridegroom may rejoice, the Bride may ſmiles 
But ſoon Contenrions all their Joys beguile. 
_ Rog. I've ſeen the Morning riſe with faireſt Light 
The Day unclouded, fink in calmeſt Nighr. 
Pve ſeen the Spring run winding thro? the Plain, 
Increaſe and join the Ocean without Stain. 
The Bridegroom may be blith, the Bride may ſmile, 
Rejoice chro- Life, and all your Fears beguile. 


AIR XIII. Katharine Ogie. 


* 
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1 well cou'd paſs my Days with thee, 

Cos d i with Love ſecure theey | 

But when thou ſi had thy Fill of me, 
How ſhall I then allure thee? 

Alas! I fear too ſoon to love, ? 
Left thou ſhow dſt ſoon forſake me; 

Zet from thy Sight I can't remove: © © 

Then eaſe my Heart, and take me, 


; AI. „„ i > eee 
Li 11 
1 

WW 


Jen. Oh Roger, I ohn fince now you Peak free, 
* Bove all other Swains [ lik'd your Company; 
And ever a Warmneſs 1 felt in my Breaſt, 
That made you ſtill dearer to me than dhe reſt. 
And ever, &c. | 
Rog. O let me preſs thee, Deareſt, to my Heart, 
And round thy Waſte my fondling Arms ent wine, 
Delightful Thought! we'll never, never part! 
Be huſh'd my Fears, my charming Fenry's _ E 
| | dy A 
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AIR XV. The blithſome Bridal. 


a. 1 8 i # 


Jen, Well, 1 agree to Wid you. HIS . 
| Now to my Father go, 
Nor doubt char be forbid you; 
Ladi wealthy 5 75 aid No. 
Dar Flocks and P ſions are large, 
So hell commen you well; * 
| But Love, be ſays, — grows cold, 
Where Bains want Mill aud l 


But fear. not; while I not ſcorn e, 
He'd coniradift in vain 
Had all my Kindred forſworn ye, 
Pl have no other Swain : 
Then learn not to change your * 
* in high Degree: | 
# for ever you proves _ 
7 ie no Fault in me. [Exeunt, 


Did (mingled thus) "_ all my Thoughts prevail. 
2 


A Scotch Ballad OPERA. 15 
n Bats OE 
AIR XVI. The La of Patie's Mill. 


LT 
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Daty, and Part of Reaſon, 
Plead on the Parents Sidezy © 
But they gainſt Love talk Treaſon, 

Whoſe Power will be obey do 
Thi new Im of the Gentry, 


, My Truth Falſhood + 50, 


Nor in my Heart finds Entry; 
My Peggy there excells, 
Enter Roger. | h 
Rog. Friend Patie, Janè who broke my Heart, this 
orn 3 wt” & . 
Has taught her tender Heart no more to ſcorn. 
Pat. But now a Father took me to his Breaſt 
With Looks all Kindneſs, Words that Love confeſt: 
Poſſeſs d of Lands that lifts me bove the reſt. 
Such were the Eyes, he ſaid, thus ſmil'd the Mouth 


Of thy lov'd Mother, bleſſing of my Youth! 


Who ſer too ſoon! and while he Praiſe beſtow'd, 
A-down his graceful Cheeks a Torrent flow'd. 
My new- born Joys, and this his tender Tale, 


- Thar 
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That ſpeechleſs long, my late - known Sire I view'd; 
While guſhing Tears my pantin Breaſt bedew'd. 

But he has heard —— roo-faithful Symon's Fear! 
Has brought my Love for Peggy to his Ear; ; 
Which he forbids ; ——*Tis this confounds my Peace; 
While, thus to beat, my Heart muſt ſooner ceaſe, - 


. 


Fixt in my Soul the Shepherdeſs excells, | 
And part of my new Happineſs repells. DT. 
. Rog. Enjoy em both; your Father may be won, 
Your Peggy's bonny —— you his Darling Son, 
Pat. She's mine by Vows, and ſtronger Ties of Love; 
And from thoſe Bonds, not Fate my Mind ſhall move. 
Rog. Is not your Father and yourſelf to ſtay 2 
Among us here, or muſt you hence away? _ 
Pat. To-morrow we to Edinburgh advance, 
To London next, and afterwards to Faun; 
Then *tis defign'd, when I can well behave, 
That I muſt be ſome Purſe- proud Maid's dull Slave. 
Bur Peggy, dearer to me than my Breath, 
Sooner than hear ſuch News, ſhall hear my Death. 
My Vows I'll keep, and ſhe ſhall be my Bride: 
Bur I ſome time this laſt Deſign muſt hide, » 
Keep you the Secret cloſe, and leave me here, 
I ſent for Peggy: Yonder comes my Dear, 
1 | Roger. 
With what a Struggle muſt T now impart 
My Father's Will to her that holds my Heart: 
Kind Heaven, propitious ſmile upon my Fair, 
und let her Comfort claim your tend'reſt Care. 
\las, ſhe Weeps | | 3 | 


1114 


My Peggy, why in Tears? 
mile as you wont, allow no Room for Fears: 


But chide 'em hence, nor let thy Heart repine; 
Tho' I'm no more a Shepherd, yet I'm thine. 


AIR 


A Scotch Ballad Op E RA. 
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AIR XVII. Waes my Heart, that we ſhou'd ſunder. 
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Peg 


21 PAT IE MPA e 
No 5 the Shepberd wbo excel d 
The reſt, whoſe Wit made them to 

Shall now bis Peggy's Praiſes tell; 


Ab Ican die, but never ſungex. 
21 Meadows where we often firay'd, 


rr 


But Lov's ſuperior to a Parent's Frown. 


AIR XVIII. rad. Side. 


My Heart it was going to breal; 
My Life ſeem'd unworthy my Care, 


Pat. Where-&er thy Love travels by Day, 
l bere- ever be lodges by Night, 
With bim thy dear Image ſhall ftay, 


our Sweets when we're 
Pat. My * has forbid our Loves, I own; 


Sir William's generous; leave the Task to me, 
To make ſtrict Duty and true Love agree. 


And his Soul keep thee ever in Sight. 


. 


Als 


* Banks where we were wont to wanders 


oder 


Pe g. When Hope Was quite i funk? in Boer, 


Which now ] will ſave for thy ſake. 


Pe Wah F gtience ru wait the Tear 
8 And 25 tbe gentleft my 1 
Time away *Hil thou 
loft thee for aye in t oe Arm. 
wi rhou 725 4 Shepherd, 1 prix d 
" Degree in * Lifes 


5175 4 A Bering _ Wife: 


Pat. The Beauty that's auly Sin- deep, 
Maft fads like the Flowers of May; 
But inwajdly rooted, will 3 Hh 
Far ever without a Decay 
Both. Not Age, nor the Chang es 75 Life, 
| Can quench the fair of Love, 
4 Firtues — in the Wife, 
And the Hausband haue Senſe to approve. . 


| Par. Sure Heaven approves. —And be affur'd 3 
I'll never ſwerve from what I've fworn to thee; 
If at my Foot were Crowns and Sceprers laid, 

To bribe my Soul from thee, delightful Maid; z 

For thee, I'd ſoon leave thoſe inferior Things, 

To ſuch as have the Patience to be Kings 

Wherefore that Tear? believe, and calm 4B Mind, 

Peg. E weep 5 ro hear my Love fo kind 
With Patience then I'll wait cach wheeling Year, 
Dream thro* that Night, till my Day-Star appear: 
And all the while I'll ſtudy gentler Charms | 
To make me worthy of. wo Loyer's Arms. 


3 * r 
PAT I E und PE G EAN. 
AIR XIX. Buſh aboon Traquair. 
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At ſetting Day and riſing Morn 
With Soul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
Tul ast of Heaven thy ſafe Return, 
Miih all that can improve thee. 
I'll viſit oft the Hawthorn Buſh, 
Where firft you kindly told me 
Sweet Tales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 
FYhilft round thou didft enfold me. 


' Jv all our Haunds Fwill repair, 
B Green Wood-Shade, or Fountain 
Or where the Summer- Day Id ſhare © 
Mitb thee, upon you Mountain. There 


a 7 tell the ws and nn Fa b 
From Thoughts unfeign d and render, ; 
By Vous you're mine; by Love, de Janes 
A Heart which-cannot wander. | 
Both. By Fows e aue, &c. reheat. 


Enter Sir William, Gland, Symon,” Roger Jenny, 
4d Margery. | 


Sir Will. What Maiden” 5 this who does wy Son em- | 
brace?” d 

Beauty and Innocence are in hetFace 7 no 

Is this yaur Daughter, Glaud ? —— _ Mt 
Glaud. Troth, Sir, I doubt if I can ks appear ) 

What I have kept 2 Secret Fifteen Lear. 

Mar. You may reveal what I can fully clear. 

Sir Vill. Speak ſoon, Fm all Impatience! 

Glaud. Then fince my Maſter orders, I 5 
This pretty Fondling, one clear Morn of May, 
Cloſe by the Threſhold of my Door I found, 
In Infant Weeds of rich and gentle Make. 
The Story 1 conceal'd, and fince that Time, 
She paſs' d, Sir, for an Orphan Niece of mine. 

Sir Will. This Tale ſeems ſtrange! | 

Pat. — The Tale delights my Ear. - 

Sir Will. Command your 2 young Man, "till 

Truth appear 

Marg. That be my Task. 
Long have I wiſh'd to ſee this happy PI 
That I may now Sir William HYorthy name 
The beſt and neareſt Parent ſhe can claim. 

Sir Will. Good Woman, do not rave. 
Marg. Sir, view me well ; has fiftcen Years ſo plow'd 
A wrinkled Face that you boo often view'd, 

That here I as an unknown Stranger ſtand. | 
Sir Will. My honeſt Nurſe! I recolle& thee now. 
Marg. Know then, twas I that ſav'd her Infant Life, 

Her Death being threaten'd by an Uncle's WW 


- 


'The--:;: 
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The Story 1 but I the Secret knew, 
How 2 'd with avaricious View 
Her rich Eſtata, of which — — 5 re now poſleft: 
All this to me 4 Conäden 
I heard with Horror and with trembling Dread, 
They'd kill the 2 Orphan in ber k Bed. 
That very Night, when all. were ſunk in Reſt, 
Ar Midnight-Hour the Floor I ſoftly preſt, 
And ſtole the ſleeping Innocent away, 
Fearfub to be found out, I to ſecure 
My Charge, did lay her ar this Shepherd's Door, 
And took a Neighbonring Cottage here, that I, { 
Wiharte'er ſhou'd happen to ber, might be by. 
Wonder I ſee is fixt in every Eye. 
Sir 46 My Niece, thou'rt welcome to thy Uncle 


My Boy, receive her from a Father's Hand, 
With as good Will as either wou'd demand. 


Vie emby ace and kneel 
Pat. With as much r Joy this I receive, 
As one wou'd Life, juſt finkin 


Ave. 
Peg. To me the Views of Yealth and Grand 
prove | 


Trifles, when put in- balance with my Love. 
For his Sake only FEI till thankful bow, 


For ſuch a Kindneſs, belt of Men, to you, 


AIR 


AIR XX. Th eser leave thee. 


27 


at. No more, my dear Peggy, let Sorrows oppreſs 6; 
For while my Blood's warm PII kindly careſs ye. 
eg. Dear Patie, thy Sweets in my Heart are indented, 

Aud Love will preſerve ſtill, what Love has imprinted. 
oth. O deareſt Jewel, you may believe me, 

IRI E. Fortune ſmile, or frown, PI] ne'er deceive thee. 

ep. O deareſt Jewel, &c. 


Pat. Sir, here's a truſty Friend, that always knew 
y Boſom Secrets, e're I wealthy grew; 

Flaud's Daughter, Jenny, (Jenny owns the ſame) 

dais d and maintains in him a Lover's Flame: Be 


It e | | 
28 PATIEaodPiGer: 
Be pleas'd to ſpeak to Glaud for his Conſent, 
That none may wear a Face of Diſcontent. 
Sir Will. My Son” 8 Demand is fair —— Glaud, 


1 
| 
| me crave,. : 
| | That truſty Shepherd may your Daughter have. | 

| 

| 
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Glaud. You crowd. your * Sir z what can 
we ſay, 
Bur that we're Dabrore that can ne'er repay $8 | 
| W harte'er your Honour wills, I ſhall obey. | 
Rog. I ne'er was good at ſpeaking in my Days, 
| Nor ever learnt a Courtly flattering Phraſe 


But for my Maſter, Father, Friend and Wife, 
I wilt employ” the Cares of all my Life. ms ya 


A I R XXI. An thou wert mine ain Thing, 
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0 Jen. When Jam to my true Love wed, 
| | Fir 1 will love him, I will love bim : 
0 | | Soon as the Prieft the Grace has [aid 
| | How dearly will I love bim. 
To Merit I no Claim can make, 
8 But that I love, and for his Sake, 
N Tl | Fhat Laſs cou'd do, I'd undertake, | 
1 So dearly 40 love him. 


1 | * | 
wn ] | BETTY Sir N 


a. 


4 Scotch Ballad Os#Ra7% 25: 


hir Vill. I ſhall remain Friends with you from this 


aud, Day, wo %.ye a2 0 * n ; 1 an” 

d never from theſe Fields again will oy N 
x Courtiers ſweat in State, and toil for Fame, | 
t can$< Poor and Rich but differ in the Names ' 

Intent's the greateſt Bliſs we can procure 
eath the Sun Without it Kings are Poor; 
7s AIR XXII. Muirland Wilh. 
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at. The Shepherd early with the Dawn 
Riſes as freſh as Roſes blown, 
And ranges over the Heights and Lawn, 
After his bleating Flocks. 
ſeg. Healibful, and innocently gay, 
Fl chaunts and whiſtles out the Day; 

I, Untaught to ſinile, and then betray, . 
Like Courtiy Weatber- Cocks. Pat. 


0 go: PariradPzroor 


Lif happy, from Ambition free, 


Envy, and wile Hypocriſy 7 8 
. NI bes Trath and Love with Fry agrees 
1 Dufallied with a Crime: Bs 
[| „ Unmov'd with what difturbs the Great, 
| | In propping of their Pride and State, | 

| Ve live, and unafraid of * 

| Contented ſpend our Time. 


ik 
| | CHORUS of All 
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(| | Uamov'd with what diftarbs the Great, 
=! | In 7 of their Pride and State, 
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live, and yn * of Fate, 
our Time. 
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2 owe ver, fair Ones, be not greatly griev'd ; 


| Spoken by Mes BEE. 


Dreſed like a petit Mattre. 


ADIES, permit me, like a modern Beau, 
At onte my Thanks and Vanity to ſhow < 
o beaſt the Favours you have done To- night, 
y Smiles indulg d, for —— innocent Delight. 
But Beaux and I are much upon a Lay; 
Poor Souls! They leſs can do, than I can ſay! 

| Way turn the Caſe, whene'er they Silence break, 
oe Parts to do, nuch more than They to ſpeak. 
our Favours done to me are viſible, 
ut they of Favours ne er receiv'd, will tell! 


or let them tell their RL — they're ne er believ d] 


ometimes to rake it, how they'd rout theſe Traitors ! 
m ſure we're, every way, more finiſh'd Creatures. 
[How eaſy twere to firut with Lapwing Air, 8 


Pm thinking, were bur Sox, like Petit-Maitres, 5 


o grin, and chatter nothing to the Fair, 
nd drive ſuch flat-skull'd Rivals to Deſpair? _ 
Pretches that blow with Sighs their winking Fire, 

ut bring no ſolid Fuel, to Defire 5 

ow Women better know, what Womens Hearts require. 

Ind as we're bred more tenderly to ſay Things, 

T ight make, a thouſand times, much prettier Play-things. 
7 ** B ut - 
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EPILOGUE 


But while the Wafps ate buzzing round the bu, 
And keep ſound Appetites from coming tot, 
How. can we hope, that Men of Senſe will taſte, 
What Swarms of Inſefts make their daily Feaſt? * 
Ladies, look out, and when their Wings they ſpread, 
Give their thin Skulls a Rap, and pat em dead. 
Then may with Honour nobler Flames advance, 
Fhile Peacork Fops retire, to prune, and date; 
Then ſoon you'll find, while with Contempt you frike ic 'e 
The Nobleft Creatare is a Ae anlike * 9 


